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In the intervals of trade—and the Inter-
~als came often and lngered, when the
‘hermometer  registered 92 degrees—the
terhs at Bruce's drifted together in sparse
‘roups, to talk. It was all there was o
s, The notion counter elbowed the stock-
g counter, and Old Adam—everybody ai
rruce’s callad him Old Adam—conversec
aciably wilh Gregory Knox. They were
he oldest clerks In the store and were gel-
ing gray in the service. y

“3My ! hot, ain't h? Stockin's ain’t runnin
=al spry today?" Old Adam =said, with a
heerful laugh. He leaned over the coun-
o and funned his round, red face with a
notion’” palm leaf.

“Well, 1 guess not! All the swells are out
f town and poor folks can go barefool
his weather. What's the matter with you,
i1 man? You don't look peart.”

“I guess I look as peart's I feel,” Greg-
iry Knox answered. :
“¥ou're played out, sonny. What you
wed's @ week or two off. You tackle the
wss tonlght and see what you can do.

A smile curved the other man's lips. It
vould have been a bitter smile If there had
een time enough before the patient lines
«ttled back into piace. The whole pallid,
veary face was patient.

“T've been gettin' my courage screwed
<th, I'll tackle him;: but what's the use?”

He shrugged his spare shoulders under
1he rusty seersucker coat.

“You goin’ to try Iit. Adam?"

*“Me? Oh, I'm all right. I get aboard
my wheel at close-up. and skite out into
he country a ways. Nothin' like it—not in
‘hiz world. That's all the country I need
«iet a wheel, man, get a wheel!™

Again the bitter smile that lost Itself in
satlence.  Gregory Knox was thinking of
‘he wheel he was trying to get for Peggy.
oth the other girls had them. He had one
« hiz= whims=ical fancies that perhaps his
~hance might come when he got to the
streets of gold,

The slow afternoon crawled toward close-
up. Instantly at the stroke of 6 the clerks

“Eh? A week offif Man alive, are youn

dait?” he eried sharply.

d the great doors that swung

1 and freedom But Gregory
her wuay.

juck, old man, called 012

him BEut good luck looked

Toe boss—in Bruce's dinlect—was

I—lr.;-' r. The heat and (';(lﬁnf.‘m'!ll[
tim.

A week off? Man allve, are you
- ¢ sharply. “Don’t you know
led now? The young cubs

iave to go—can't hold "em in. But you
dd chaps are our standbys. You've had
your fing."™
‘Yes—yes" murmured Gregory Knox an-
ntly. When had he had his fAlng? He

was watching the boss fold up a trout pole,
on Jjoini. Then bis pale blue eyes
reamed to the litter of flles and lines and
<inkers on the desk. He had been thinking
f a trout pole all day long—queer! BEut
nis had been o nder =sapling, fresh cut.
Would this comp ed bamboo affair cateh
v fuller siring of fish than he used to eatch
with his sapling? What beauties they had
¢#n! How the sun had silvered their wet
acks! Queer, how ull day long he had
teen thinking of trout and a litile thread
f shadowy water, rippling under willow
wes, He gazed a out of the window,
nd of -moving crowds a
t buy with a siring of wout crossed
inas.

er=, sir. that's the swellest trouting
ere’ll be in the Adirondacks this
You can’t beat It the boss said,
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Hluws a hundred
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runs in both

g link of good

n him and the litile old

Such a slender link! What would

day—ave!'l over a hundred

Bur in the morning Greg-
wwidl A sudden impulse and
1 to the sea to catch a glimpse
f ma and the girls. He had not meant to
zn until the last minute, and he went in his
shabby stors suit and forgot to change his
shirt. ©On the traln remorse assailed him
ahrrply. What would ma sav? No. cer-
talnly not: ma must not s¢e him fn that
dubious guise—ma., who was making her
mne-month-long struggle for gentllity in a
zreat hotel by the sen. It was her one
chanrce for the year—hers and the giris’.
Bhey dreamed of it, and pa worked for it
the year round.

“T ought to have fixed up foar ma's sake
ind the girls”,”” thought Gregory Knox gullt-
Iv. ar! In n minnte the holliday's zest had
He settled back dully on the hot
t rushions and made his plans wearlly.
wuld keen out of sight—that would be
such erowds—and ma and
never know he had been
would he nlee fest to see

He w
aAsy

he girls
there at

‘em enjovin® themselves, he aald.

T

“ru
sight
harm th

keep the outskirts, out o' thelr

f:ln'.l'le:-! won't do ‘em any

on the outskirts, and he was
fifty vears old’

But when he had settled himself on the
great, hot beich, hidden In the lee of a
mighty bowider, whom should he see
@ancing down the beach toward his hiding
place but Pegey in her dainty bathing suit.
Bhe was all alone, and she made a pretty
picture to pa’s admiring eyes.

Peggy was the baby and kis favorite. In
his qulet =ecret way he worsh'ped at Hitle
Madcap Pegey’s restless feet. The other girls
celled him pa. but =he ealled him daddy.
How pretty she looked In that Uttle blue and
white rig! The lttle oil-skin cap perched on
her brown head had a saucy, witching alr.

But Gregory Knox shrank back In the
lse of his rock. A minute too late, daddy!
For Peggy had seen him,

“Daddy!—of all things, great and small

things! Daddy Knox!"
: “Yen, I's me, Peggy.” he answered meek-
¥.
“It is, as sure as T live! But where'd you
drop out of—a balloon? Did you come on
the wings of the—but there Isn't any, not a
breath! Wel’, tell me about it, daddy.”

She threw hersalf in the sand beside him
and dug the toes of her bathing shoes deep
in. Her long black stretched out

Y

before her and daddy’s experienced eyea
fellon&henuomﬂemsowon]a‘mv
quainted with stockings! He noticed in-
stantly that they were rusity and loose-
fibered. Then he saw the little “gobbled"™”
darns in them. Peggy was not renowned for
need eworik.

Poor dye, slazy weave,” he thought.
“Couldn’t have come from RBruce's. Mine
are fast and you can't see daylight
lhrgiugh ‘em, either.™
“Flre away, daddy. Don't you see the
lady’s waiting?™
Peggy's clear, laughing voice interrupted
his thoughts.and brought him back from
the stocking ecounter at Bruce's (o the
great, hot beach with the sea at his feet.
“Er—why, yes, Peggy, yes. What was I
sayin 7"

“That's the trouble; you weren't saying
a solitary word, Daddy Knox! Just moon-
ing—or selling stockings™

“Sellin’ stockings—you've hit the nail,
Peggy! That's what I was dein’, sure. It
kinder comes second mature to me. That's
what 1 expected to be doln’ this minute,
bhut the hoss gave me a day off, so I ran
down here—l hankered to see a littie ha-
rum-scarum girl o° mine. But you see' (he
lowered his volce confidentially), I never
thougnt te fix up, so I'm keepin' dark. I
wouldn't have your ma see me this way
for the best pair ¢ silk stockin's at
Bruce's.™

Pegey eyed the erumpled shirt bosom with
palpable disfavor. Her eyves trave ed over
ithe shabby little figure, taking in the shiny
seams and the fraved edges disapprovingly.
How little and—and seedy daddy was!
“Yes, ma'd have a fit—two fits,"” she sald
promptly. You'll have to remain Incog.,
daddy. Now, I don't mind—I'm not in full
dress myself! 8o I'm wiling to fellowship
with you. 1I'll run up across lots to our
room and tell them I'm not going down to
dinner, and then I'll trouble you for a sil-
ver half dollar, kind sir, and buy our ‘unch
at a restaurant. And we'll eat it right here
out of a paper hag! Larks!"

Her eyes were still on daddy. She was
seeing many new things—the hollows in
his temples, the patient drocp to his lips,
the whitening hair arcund his bald spot.
She was seeng how *stoop shouldered”
daddy was getting to be, and how tired—
tired—tired he looked. It seemed to Prgey.
lving there in the warm sand beside daddy,
as if she was just being introduced to him.
She reached out a little sea-browned hand
and slowly threaded the scant gray halr
hetween her tinger=s. The softness and siik-
iness of it surprised her. She had never
known before that daddy’'s hair was soft
and silky.

“But it's thin, daddy. 1 belleve to my
soul weu're growing old. Aren't you
ashamed of vourself, sir? The fdea!’

“No older than some other fo'ks this side
o' the sea, puss,'” retorted daddy, with a
boyish laugh. He did not feel o d just then.

He felt young. It was so pleasant to have
Pegey all to himseil, and to le resting,
with the gentie boom of the breakers in his
ear.

“You're growin’ old, too, ma‘am. Eless
my soul, w it day before wvesterday
vai had the eolic and 1 toted you up and
down the nursery floor! TUp and down—up
and down—did you ever say enough? Not

. prodiled her whimsical'y with his fin-

but =he was not listening to his banter.
ou're tred, daddy, that's what,”" =he
eried, abrug - “"You need a lark—a long
one: nob  ju a mean little t nty-four
hour one like this. See, there are crow's
around your e3 and you're not old
enough for crow’s One, two, three,
fotr—who ever heard of a crow with four
feet? Duddy, do you hear? You must have

a good, Tong holiday. You shall stay right
down here with us.. T gue we can find
clean shirts enough. You shall not go homa
a step till we go.™”
Gregory Knox

his head slowly.
“Anid lo=e my job, one? Then who'd
getl the bread and butter? Nuo, no; I'm hav-
ing my lark today with you. I'm satizfled.
We old fellows at the store have to stand
by the =h'p while the young bloods are hav-
ing the!r cutings. It's the 'aw. Besides, a
place like this. my dear, wouldn't do for
me. Think of your ma. No, no: I'd rather
Eo to the trout broock at home and lle on
th anks and fish."

< =, daddy, yes: go on.” Her eves were
on his kindled old face and his were on a
fleck of white sail in the offing. He began
to speak agaln dream’ly, as if to himself.

“1'd like to see Slmeon agaln, too, We
aiways went troutin’ together—he and me—
but I could hau! In the most fish every
time. Sim warn't much of an angler. He'd
lay with his eyes shut and say poems to
me.  Poor Sim!  That's aboul all the
poetry he ever had, or me, elither. It

good old daddy indeed, I'll buy my stock-
ings of you!"

On the next morning but one daddy went
down to Bruce's with a long face. It was
the morning Peggy was going back to ma
and the girls. He had taken It for granted,
and It filled him with homesick misery. It
had been so pleasant to have the child at
home. . She had taken his lonely old heart
by storm.

He hung up his hat and began mechan-
feally to straighten some of the boxes In
one of the tlers behind the counter. He had
not thought to say good morning to old
Adam, as usual. Tt was Pegey—eay, little,
harum-scarum Peggy—daddy was thinking

of.

“Oh, I say, Mr. Knox, good day to you,
sir!” some one out in the alsle was saying.
It was the hoss. He leaned over the coun-
ter and pulled his sleeve. 1 say, Knox,
vou don't look pulled together yet. You
reed another day off. Why not take—say, a
fortnight, and go somewhere trout fishing—
Adirondack way, you know? Can as well
as not—don't say a word! Fact ls, I've

]

—s
“But It's thin, Dnddy, I belleve to my
scul you're growing eold.”

made arrang nts with body to take
your place and you've got to go. Can't help
yoursell Stay two weeks, and—er—you
neeidh’t trouble about your pay. That'll go
right on, you know. Might as well go to-
day—why not?*

He was gone before the astonished little
méan behind the stocking counter had re-
covered himself. Old Adam was regarding
nim with a grin. %

“Got your walkin' ticket, eh?' he drawled.
“Well, you deserve It! You won't be hailf a
min till you get out Into the woods some-
wheres and holler. Put in for all you're
worth—you need it! Let yourself go, old
man, for once. I'd go with you if I hadn't
ot an engagement with my wheel. 1 say,
mitnn, I'm powerful glad the boss has come
round, He ain't half bad. Now put on
yvour hat and start—shoo!"

It was half-past $&—there was time to get
the 10 o'clock traln that went straight to-
ward the little dark brook under the wil-
lows. There was time'—time!—time!

If Peggy had only stayed long enough to
Enow! 1t would please Peggy.

On tha 10 o'clock train Gregory Knox sat
back In his s=eat and wished again that
Pegey could know. He had half a mind
to telegraph her; but on sccond thought
dectded 1o walt and write from 8im's. He
could tell Peggyv-2o many things that would
be interesting; then—how her Unele Simeon
looked, and how the old place had stood
the wear aml tear of thirty years—anld
whether the tall tree apples tasted as good
as they used to—and if the trout were
hiting well.  Fie would write Pegegy a long
letter—the first letter he had ever written to
one of the girls, He was glad the first one
would be to Pegey.

Twio weeks later Gregory Knox, brown
and happy, got off the train in the crowded
city  station. ITe walked away with a
=pringy stride thdt fitted his littds stooped
figure oddly, People turned to look again
at his happy face,

The whim selzed him to walk by Bruce's
and see how it lonkee from an outsider's
stundpoint—to stand and look ldly in the
big windows, as outsiders did. Then an-
other whim, to go In at the great swinging
doora and lolter through the alsles—.all but
the stocking counter aisle. Not that-- that
would break the spell.

“T'H buy a little mite of a present for
Peggy—that's what.” Pegey always sald
“that's what” and he smiled at ihe

thought. Hils heart was hungry to sce
Peggy, and he had reckoned that she snnd
ma and the girls would be home, now, in a
day or two. Thelr month was over.

‘Now, what'll 1 get?' he mused, idling
along lazily and refusing te lonk at the
famillar faces of the clerks. “What do
Peggies like? Fancy notions of some sort
—1 may have to go to Old Adam's counter
now! Not if T can help it. It's too near

HE FELT AN IMPULSE ToO

VAULT OVER THE COUNTER.

would be like reviewin' a poem, though,
jest to go back and lay under the wlllows
at home. Shady? Well, I guess. And
cool? There uin't a cooler p'ace anywhere
in the heat o' summer than the bank o
that old trout!n' stream was—no afr. Ana
you could hear the stlddy song o' the water
—it never stopped—and smell the pine nee-
dles he't up with the sun In the middle o'
the day. Smell good, did {1? I get to han-
kerin® after that smell hot dayvs behind my
counter, among the stockin's. Yes, a'r,
when the good Lord glves me a whole week
off I'm goln' home to go troutin' with my
brother Sim.**

He woke out of his day dream a minute
later, In time to see Peggy skimming over
the beach toward one of the looming hotels
in the buckground of the sea. She had for-
gotten all about her dip In the surf. She
came hack again, by and by, with the paper
bag of lunch, and they ate It together in the
lee of the big boulder. Daddy was very gay
and scarcely noticed Peggy's preoecupation,
She sald good-bye to him in midafternoon
and he walted alone for train time.

“Ma,” Pegpy sald, coming upon her sud-
denly, with her novel, on the broad hntel
veranda, “Ma, it's played out. I'm going
up home. I'm golng tonight—this very to-
r1ight that ever is. T guess daddy'll be ;jad
to see me, and I've got enough of this
place. I'm too yvoung to flirt around with
the girls, and I'm too old to dig in the sand
with the bables, That's what 1'd llke—to
have a little red pall and a shovel and 1lg.
That's living. But as long as I ecan't, I
guess I'll go home. I'm going upstalrs now
and pack up.”

Ma folded down the corner of a leaf to
keep her place. Bhe was used to Peggy's
whims and was unastonished.

“But, Peggy. IU's only half through the
month—there's two whole weeks left,” she
sald, slowly. In her heart, ma was relleved,
Peggy's ways were apt to be disconcerting,
and she would be safe and well with pa.
Bhe'd be company for him, too—poor pa'

Without any cbjection Peggy was allowed
to put her things together and go. When
the traln was well under way she went
ahead to daddy's car to surprise him. He

wasa sitting by himself in the front of the
car. The paper bag of lunch remnants was

my old stang, and I'm fiot a stockin’ tender
Yet—not till tomorrow."”

He could not decide on what to met.
distrusted his own wisdom, in anything
but stockings. Ah, yes, stockings--why
not? Peggles all wore stockings, and sud-
denly he remembered the rusty-black, Eab-
ble-darned stockings his Peggy had worn
that day at the beach. He would have to
go down the stocking counter aisle after all.

“Stockin's It 1s, then,” he said, tramping
away in that direction.

But just at the turn he looked down the
alsle and uttered a low murmur of aston-
Ishment. He could scarcely credlt his eyes.
Ile was getting old, and they might be fafl-
ing him. But nearer yet the vislon was the
same. He knew it was Peggy behind the
stocking counter. Peggy! He stood and
witched her. Bhe was walting on a cus-
tomer, and did not see him. Her face was
a little pale and weary, but she smiled in-
gratiatingly and twirled the stockings about
wltl; an alr of long acqualntance with thelr
kind.

Peggy! TIn an Instant it was all clear to
him. He knew it was to Pegey he owed his
beautiful two weeks of rest. It was Peggy's
doings.

He felt an {irresistible impulse to wault
over the counter like a boy and take Peggy
into his arms. The sly, Uttle, harum-scarum
glrl, to cheat her old daddy! He wanted to
squeeze her pale little face between his
palms and kiss it a hundred times. He
wanted to scold her, end thank her, and get
her away from that place. The stocking
counter at Bruce's was no place for bllthe
little Peggy.

The customer was turning away and
Peggy was putting back the boxes. Even
from that distance daddy cou!d see that
she put one In the wrong place.

In the moment of startlng down the alsle
he changed hls mind. An Instinctive dall-
cacy restrained him, and he hurried around
1h£ cnr;mr outlor sight.

Vo, he would not spoll Pe s little
scheme. She would ke it ‘bettze'rrto have
it go on uninterrupted. Peggy was “trav-
eling Incog'” now; he would walt.’ But he
it:-l(l ltnmlaehu that by Tai‘ud by he would have

out with Peggy. ere was a reckoning
day ahead somewhere,

He went home and walted. Close up at

He

tendin’ stockin's., The couch oughter be
the place Yor him,"” he groaned dismally.
She felt her way to him across the room.
At the couch she knelt beside him and felt
for his face.

“If T find the crow's feet I'll know It's
¥ou and not a_counterfeit daddy. Here we
are! Daddy Knox, where are the othdr
two ™

“Under the willows, beside a trout stream,
Peggy. How many feet would you have
& crow have? Aren't two enough?’

Taken off her guard, Peggy put her lips
to his ear and whispered:

“Did—did the fish bite, daddy 7T

The day of reckoning was at hand. =

UNUSUAL PIE RECIPES.

Queer Ti.ngs Uscd in Various Parts
of the Couantry.

From the American Kitchen Magazine.

The “pie-belt” is generally supposed fo be
best developed In New England, but I
doubt If in quarntity or kinds of ples any
state therein can quite equal some of the
middle states. Marvelous ingenuity has
been shown in the invention of certain pies
that are more or less local, and that In a
few more years will doubtless have be-
come absolutely unknown, It Is only in lo-
calitles too remote from railroads to have
a varlety of forelgn fruits brought at all
seasons of the year, that such recipes as
some 1 am about to describe stlll survive.
In farming districts, where pie is conslder-
ed a necessary article of diet in at least two
out of threes meals, when the season of
small fruita has passed, housewives have
only apples and dried fruits to fall back
upon with which to make ples. So it is not
sirange that some reclpes quite unknown to
urban families should have been devised.
There, too, in pies as in preserves, variety
Is counted of consequence. In localities
where elderberries are made into jelly and
marmalade, they are also uséd for ples.

Ples made of dried .apples, stewed and
mashed, are common in springtime in vari-
ous parts of the United States, but, as far
as I can learn, it is less customary to make
them of a mixture of dried apple sauce
and green currants, As a little girl, many
a quart of green currants have I plcked
and stemmed, some for plain currant ple,
others to sprinkle in the dried apple pie
filling, and others to stew for sauce. Where
fresh fruits, save apples, are rare or un-
known, any acid flavor, I suppose, is grate-
ful after a long winter. 1 have been told
that the sour leaves of both wood and field
sorrel (Oxadis and Rumex) are sometimes
preesed Inte service in ple-making In some
of the Canadlan provinces. In parts of
the west, farmers’ wives gather the green
fruit of the wild frost-grape for ples,
though I think this,is more “to make a
change,'" as they say, since the grapes bios-
som and mature so late that in most places
there must be other fruits before the
grapes are large enough to cook.

Speaking of these wild grapes, I wonder
It eountry housewives still preserve them
accordlng to a fashion I well knew a gen-
erition and more agy) It was alway= called
Ulaying down.”  You would hear one neigh-
bor say to another, “I've been laving down
my grapes.” One or two frosts were con-
sidered necessary to ripen the fragrant
ciusters hanging from the wild vines that
gracefully clambered over our Virginla rall
fenees, or festooned tall tree trunks on
th: edge of the woods, A stone jar or
milk crock was filled with fine bunches of
the wild fruit, which was then almost
covered with molasses amnd put away in
eoma cool eluset or down cellar.  After
sume weeks, or even muonths, both fruit
and lHguid had a sweet-sour, spley tang
that was very pleasant. The grapes, with
a little of the rich julge, were served as a
sweet plekle, or In some families the grapes
were removed from the stems, and, covered
with the julce, used to make pies.

The cream ples of my day, stll surviv-
ing in the part of Ohino where I was reared,
were very different from the cream-cakes
of the hakerles. The ple pan was lined
with c¢rimt, then it was filled with rich
cream that had been well sweetened. Into
this was sifted very slowly from a dredg-
ing box a little fMlour—perhaps a desseri-
spoonful to one ple About a dessert
spoonful of butter was cut up into smail
bits and scattered over the eream. A
pinch of rinnamon was added. This made
an indigestibly rich but delicinus dessert.
Arother queer northern Ohlo dish Is known
as cheese ple, A cup of the curd obtained
from eour milk by dralning off its whey is
beaten with two eggs, a little sweet milk
and “sugar to taste."

INFLAMMATORY RHEUMATISM,

Something Abowut This Dreaded and
Generally Unfamiliar Malady.
From the Youth's Companion.

The pname rheumatism ls appllied to a
great variety of affections accompanied
with paln In the joints or musecles, some of
them more of & gouty or uric acid nature,
others probably of Infectlous orlgin, and
¢thers still the expression of some disease
of the nervous structures,

Acute articular, or Inflammatory, rheuma-
tism is a iisease characterized by paln and
swellilng In one or more of the joinis, usual-
Iy the larger ones, such as the knee, io-
gether with fever of more or less Intensity.
1t 1s a disease of temperate climates, es-
pecially in cold and damp regions, being
very seldom geen in the troples. It oeccurs
in this country chiefly In late winter and
early spring, although It may occur, par-
tleularly on the seacoast, at any time of tha
year. In England {t {8 said to be most fre-
quent In the autumn,

It attacks persons between the ages of
fifteen and forlty more commonly than those
who are older or youuger.

Physicians are not yeét agreed as to its
nature, although many now incline to re-
gard It as a germ disease, It begins grad-
uvally, with slight aching in the limbs, sore
throat and a general feeling of depression.
The appetite falls, the tongue is heaviiy
coated, often there Is complaint of nead-
ache and of chilly sensations, and the suf-
ferer is generally ‘‘out of sorts.” There 18
feverishness, and as this increases, pain and
sewelling appear in one or more of the iarge
Joints, The joints attacked are hot, red
and exquigitely painful, and have every
appearance of being severely inflamed.

All these symptoms may disappear In a
single night from one joint and appear at
ithe same time in another; and so the dis-
ease may go on, attacking one joInt after
another, those first affected recovering
much of their tone and function. One of
the characteristic symptoms is profuse per-
spiration; the skin is not red and dry, as in
most fevers, bui cool, moisL and sometlraes
actually dripping with sweat.

The dicease may come to an end in a week
or ten days, or It may go on attacking >oint
after joint, and when all have guffered it
may begin over again, and so go on Indefi-
ritely. As long as the rheumatism is con-
fined to the joints there Is little danger, al-
though occasionally death results from ex-
cessive fever; but there is always danger
that it may attack the linlng membrane of
the heart and cripple the organ permanant-
ly. Rarely it attacks the membrane of the
brain, causing violent delirfuin or death.

The Maiden's Wish,
From the Philadelphia Press.
“I'm going to hug you,'" he cried.
warned ls forearmed, you know."
“Four-armed? she murmured, blushing

vividly; “would that you had been fore-
warned!"

The Sleeping Sentinel,
Mary L. C. Robinson, in Life.

One day she laid aslde the little cap
That framed so ﬂttlngb' her pensive face,
And with a purple ribbon caught the lare
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‘Then, as she soaght
She saw—or
And

Swiftly she m{ht the ribbon frem the
And fixed the little cap again In place,
Blushing from brow demure to dimpled chin.
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GRAND PALACE OF FINE

ARTS,

FINE ARTS EXHIBIT

A Description of the Galleries at the
Paris Exposition,

WORKS OF AMERICAN PAINTERS

How the Display Compares With
That at Chicago.

INARTISTICBUILDINGS

—_—— .

(Copyright, 1900, by O. M. Kuris.)
Special Correspondence of The Evening Star,
PARIS, June 28, 1800.

The wvisitor to the Chicago exposition of
1503 could searcely avoid a feeling of sad-
ness that the splendid white palaces, so
artistic, so dignified and so impressive,
were to exist for a eeason only and then to
dizappear—to be remembered only as a
dream s remembered—in this case a dream
of architectural beauty exceeding all other
dreams and all realities. The visitor to the
Paris exposition of 1900 is oppressed by no
such feeling. He can contemplate the pros-
pective disappearance of the majority of
the flamboyant, fantastic structures here
with composure, for the exposition of 1900
ia a disfigurement of Parle quite as con-
spicuously as the exposition of 1893 was a
glorificatlon of Chicago.

The present Paris expositlon cannot in
any way compele with Parls itself in at-
tractiveness. The views in the old Tuiller-
les gardens, with the atately buildings of
the Louvre In the background; the views
in the beautiful gardens of the Luxem-
bourg, the views up and down the Seine—
taking in Notre Dame, the old Canciergerie,
the graceful spire of the Suaint Chapelle
ard the pieturesque Tour St Jacques: the
views from Montmartre, from the Are (e
Triomphe and from many other points, are
artistically far superior and far more im-
pressive than anyihing afforded by the ex-
position.

The best of the exposition vistas are
thuse obtainable from the new Alexander
1Tl hridge, down the Seine and over the
Esplanade des Invalides, from the Pont de
I'Alma ard from the Trocadero toward the
Eiffel tower, and vice versa. But none of
these compares In beauty or picturesqueness
with the views about the “Court of Honor,”
the view from there Inoking toward the Art
Palace or the general view of the exposition
bulldings from the lake, at Chicago. And
while the various European exhibits at
Parls may be more numerous, more com-
prehensive, more  carefully  selected and
maore advaneed in certaln ways than those
which were at Chieago, the exposition az a
whaole ereates no such geperal impression
of magnitude cnd importance as was created
by the Columbian expesition.

Inartistic Stroctures,

The exposition structures, as a rule, are
pretentious, overloaded with ornament,
artificlal looking and utterly lacking in dig-
nity. They are very evidently “only for
the moment;"” they do not comport in char-
acter with the exhiblts with which they
are crowded. There are a few exceptlons
to this general characterization: The two
art palaces, which are permanent struc-
tures, are fine in most of their detalls, and
the bulldings reproducing features of “old
Paris” are exceeding'y plcturesque and
well placed—though these last are not ex-
position structures in the specific sense any
more than are the bulldings of the various
forelgn powers—some of which are admir-
‘mble, while others are needlessly hideous—
or those of the QU8 COone i ires
from various parts of the world.

The grand palace of fine arts, in which
the contemporary a&rt exhibits of the var-
1ous nations are shown, {8 far better adapt-
ed for its purpose than was the art palace
at Chicago, but In {ts exterior it is not
nearly so dignified or Impressive as the
Chicago building. BEoth the grand palace
and the palace of retrospectlve arl are
most admirable In their general features,
but both are disfigured by portals that are
at variance with the other portions of the
structures and that depreciate the fine ef-
feet their beautiful colonnades would have
had If unbroken hy such disproportlonate
and inharmonfous projections,

Contemporary Art.

The exhibit of contemporary art is not
quite so large as that made at Chleago,
and while some natlons show to better ad-
vantage here others were miore creditably
represented there.

The contemporary art exhiblt of France
{s enormously larger here than was that
at Chicago, but it averages about the same
in quality. Many of the pictures exposed
in Chicago are In evidence here, prominent
among which are some of the strong por-
traits by Bonnat, including the Ernest
Renan, the beautiful portrait of Madame
Gauthereau and other works by Cortois;
the Horses of Besnard, the nude dancing
figures of Collin, and so on. Many of the
leading French painters are represented
here much more fully than at Chicago,
notably among them being Roybet, who

exhibits, among other strong works, hls
colossal “Charles the Bold, at Nesle,”
which was shown at the St. Louls exposi-

tion three years ago, and Jean Beraud,
with his somewhat irreverent interpreta-
tlons of biblican subjects with types of
character, costume and scenle surround-
ings borrowed from the Parls of the pres-
ent time.

Constant’'s “Victoria.”

Then there is Benjamin Cgnstant's por-

trait of Queen Victoria, In royal robes and
crown, seated on the throne. This, while
one of the most pretentious, I8 one of the
most Inefficient of Benjamin Constant’s
works. The figure of the gueen presents
the appearance of an overfed ghost, It
emphasizes the least attractive feature of
the monarch's personality In Its outlines,
it lacks substance and gives no suggestion
whatever of the gqueen's womanly character
and dignlty. The figure Is entirely subordi-
nate to the architectural details and gor-
geous adornments of the throne. In color
the composition Is monotonous.
' One palnter alone, in the French section,
stands head and shoulders above his fel-
lows—Dagnan-Bouveret—who was very In-
adequately represented at Chicago, but who
is seen here at hias best. His “Last Supper”
{s the most impressive picture in the French
section. In conception, in composition, In
color and In all artistic qualities 1t is one
of the great plctures of our tlme, *‘The
Conscripts’—bought by the French govern-
ment & few years ago—Iis another of Dag-
nan's particularly fine works shown, and
this pleture ranks among the masterpleces
of art.

In Retrospect.

In the French retrospective section—repro-
senting the past hundred years of painting
in France—which ias In another part of the
srt palace, one finds excallent representa-
tion of nearly all the men who have con-
tributed toward making France famous in
art—Including, of course, “the men of 1850."

It is a pleasure to record the fact that the

section of arts Is one of
the most attraotive of all the sections—not

excluding that of France. This may seem
a broad statement, but it is the truth.

The first impression of the visitor upon
entering the American galleries is of rest-
fulness. The walls are covered with a soft.
gray-green material, having the effect of
brocade, and the pictures are hung with
lberal spacing—only two rows above “lhe
Hne”—and in no way crowded. The drap-
eries, fauteils, and so forth, conform in col-
oring to the scheme of the walls, and ihe
result gives a decided feeling of rellef after
the heavy, conventional red-draped galleries
crowded with pictures from line to cormnice
11’1 most of the galleries of the other sec-
tions.

Six American Galleries,

There are six galleries in the United
Btates sectlon, admirably located at the
head of the great staircase at the south-
west corner of the rotunda of the Art Pal-
ace, and it 1s safe to say that Lhese gal-
lerles contain such a representation of con-
temporary American pictures as never be-
fore has been assembied together, While a
number of our painters of the first rank are
not represented, the works shown display
practically the highest achievement of the
exhibitors, and have a general character of
seriousness and dignity, and a degree of in-
dividuality not characteristic of the general
exhibit of any other section.

The most noticeable work shown in this
section Is John B. Sargent’s portrait group
of Mrs. Carl Meyer and her children, rep-
resenting & handsome young woman in a
pink silk dress, hall reclining on a light
colored tapestry covered snfa, over the
back of which her two children—a boy and
a girl—are leaning. Artstically, there i= no
finer work than this in the exposiilon. I
do not believe there Is another work In the
Art Palace containing so many of the quali-
ties which belong to the work of a great
painter.  Such a pleture, ke the same
artist’s portratt of Mr. Werthelmer—which
hangs in another gallery—may be men-
tloned along with the great works of Ve-
lasquez and Frans Hala, The portrait of
Mrs. Meyer and her children is carried fur-
ther than most of the work of Mr. Sargent,
with which the pubiic is famillar, and
£hows the marvelous ability of the palnter
in “‘finishing” =0 as to satisfy the most ex-
acting demand for realistic detail, while vet
preserving the breadth of handling that
gves with enthusiasm. Mr. Sargent's por-
tralt of the president of Bryn Mawr Col-
lege Is another fine work,

James MacNeill Whistler shows three {m-
portant pictures: A portrait of the artist,
portrait of a lady in black and grav, and an
exquisite portrait of a lady standing by a
mantelpicce with her head reflected
mirror. It would require nearly a column
to mention and comment bricfly on the
noteworthy work of other American artists
shown.

Nearly all the American pictures shown
hrre & heen exhibited at the academy
or society exhibiti at Philadeiphia, Chi-
cago, Pittsbureg, ( ati and St L.ouls,
so that any detailed description of them is
unmnecessary,

Exhibits of Other Countries.

Ths British art representation is Ittle
more than & third as large as that at Chi-
eago in 1293, and does not compare with, 1t
in excellence, and many of the strongest
artists In Great Bri:aln—especially the
Scotchmen—are entirely unrepresented. The
German exhibit, though less than a third as
large as that made at Chicagn, Is most
creditable. The galleries are handsomely
decorated and the arrangement is genera ly
excellent: The Austrilan exhibit, also, is
particularly fine, far better than that made
ut Chicago. The gallerles containing thes
works of the painters of the Austrian "Se-
ceasion” and those of the artists of the
Genossenschaft are simply superb in their
exquisite decoration and general arrange-
ment. They are the most beautiful galler-
les In the Art Palace.

The Spanish exhibit 1= about half the size
of that made at Chicago, and s less inter-
esting. The Itallan sectlon Is redeemed by
2 most interesting collection of the remark-
ahle work of the late Giovanni Segantint
Segantinl was one of the most individual
painters of our time. His method was abso-
lutely his own. He was serious, pains-
taking In the extreme and combined im-
pressionism, realism and poetic sentiment
in his work. Perhaps no other plctures in
the exposition will be the subject of more
discussion or more diverse expressions of
opinlon than his. But he was a great
painter and his death was a deplorable loss
to art.

The Holland exhibit {s much smaller than
that country's exhibit at Chiecago, and 1s
not equal to the latter in quallty. The Beal-
gian exhibit is alco smaller than that ma e
at Chicagn, but !s rather better. The
Scandinavian sectlons, as usnal, are ex-
tremely Interesting. Here painters of origl-
nality and individuality predominate. Amone
these men of the north one finds a sturdy
honest frankness and oftentmes & most
capilvating naivete. Thew paint the truth
as they see {t, and they =ee 1t through hu-
man eyves and feel It with very human
hearts. The artificial plays little part with
them. Of the Swed!zh painters Zarn un-
questionahly stands at the head, and in the
art section of his enuntry he is represented
by hils portrait of King Osecar II, by “The
Mother'”"—an attractive young Swedish wo-
man, with a child in her arms—and by
“Midnight at Mora, June 24"
scene under bright sunlight. While these
are plctures of great vigor and consummats
art, Zorn is not so well represented as he
was at Chleago, nor is Bwedish art as a
whole.

National Galleries.

As Zorn 1s the leader In Sweden, so is
Kroyer in Denmark. Thes Danish exhibit,
though smaller here, k& better, on an aver-
age, than was that at Chicago. Kroyer is
splendldly represented by a number of
important works, Hils “Meeting of the
Royal Academy of Science at Copenhagen”
is an enormous composition filled with life-
slze figures. The Norweglan sectlon
especlally strong in landscape. Exhibits of
the art of Hungary and Croatla-Slavonia
are In galleries adjacent to those of Aus-
tria. By the lamented Munkacsy there are
two characteristic landscapes. The art ex-
hibit of Russla Is about double the size of
tha exhibit made at Chicago, but Is not re-
markable for excellence. Some of the works
in the section of Finland are among the
best.

The Swiss section contains a conslderable
number of pletures, but few which call for
speclal attentlon. There s little to at-
tract one In the art exhibits of Bosnla-
Herzegovina, Bulgaria, Equador, Greesce,
Luxembourg, Mexico, Monaco, Nicaragua,
Peru, Portugal, Roumanla, San Marino,
San Salvador, Servia, Turkey or In the small
international section. The exhibit of Japan
consists malnly of paintings on silk by
modern artists, Is handsomely installed In
galleriea adjolning the United Btates sec-
tion, and 1s extremely attractive and in-

teresting.
Sculpture.

The sculpture exhibits are placed in the
great court of the Grand Palace and In ap-
propriate positions in the grounds outside.
The French exhibit naturally is the largest
and contains 640 works. Next In order are
Russia, with 137; Italy, with B7; Germany,
T2; the United States, 70; Great Britain, a2;
Spain, §7; Hungary, 52; Austrla, 45; Bel-
glum and Switzeriand, each 37; Greece, 28,
Denmark, 24, and so on.

The United States exhibit of sculpture is
eapeclally well placed. Many of the

works are in a

circle Immediately under the great dome of

the Art Pal and others are disposed
in excellent tions In the grounds. Un-
der the dome are the uestrian

large eq
statue of General Sherman, by A tus
Bt. Gandens; the enormous groups of spir-
ited horses, the Shakespeare, the S8ir Henry
Vane, the Venus and Adonis and the Bac-
chante, by MacMonniss, and the bronse
fountaln by Karl Bitter. Daniel C. French's

WHY ISRAEL'S LEADER IS REPRE-
SENTED WITH HORNS.

Modern Fainters and Sculptors Follaw
Medineval Art and
Writings.

In one of the schools of the District is a
copy of Michael Angelo's Moses, That smull

in a |

a festive |

slaiueite has been a storm center for we ks,
the pupils and teachers vielng with each
other in an attempt to Yind an answer Lo
the question of one of the small puplis, who
gravely queried the why of the incipient
horns which ornament the head of the rug-
Eed leader of the Israelites, as he 18 rep-
resented In this masterpiece of Michael
Angelo 8. A masierpiece, by the way which
etarted out to be a Jove or some other fic-
tion of the brain, but which the great sculp-
tor finally shaped into the likeness of Pope
Julius and christened “Moses.” For foriy
¥ears, just as long as Moses and his people
wandered In the wilderness, this statue
stood In the workshop of {ts gifted creator
before the world saw it, but 11 types today
the universal conception of the great jaw-
giver, horns and all. It has been known
for centuries, though, that the translation
of Habakkuk, which says “And his bright-
ness was as the light: he had horns coming
out of his hand:” is incorrect, and the mis-
take of the “intelligent compositor.” who, In
his {lluminated text, got mixed up on his
“a's” and “e's” and made “qaran” read
“‘qeren,” as nearly as Hebrew can be made
into oold English. The former means
“raye.”” The latter means “horns,” and
tkere you are.

8t Jerome, In rendering “*his face shone,”
in the passage In Exodus, gave it {ts prim-
ftive meaning and mistranslation, and has
sent down to us through the ages “faciem
esse cornutam,” being “his face was
horned.”” Thus it comes that a mistake
stereotyped in stone remains to torment the
youth who likes to know the why of things,
Just why artist= and sculpiors kKeep on per-
petuating this idea 1s one of the inscrutable
things of life. But, more than anybody else,
perhaps, artists cling to tradition, and since
the greal! masters gave to Moses horns, it
must be the proper thing to do, and that is
probably why he wears horns in modern as
well as mediaeval art, In the Congressional
Library, on the south side of the big sun=
Aower clock, s a gigantic bronze Moses, by
Niehaus, and he has horns that look not
unlike those wonderful bumps that Ran
Butler's big head used to wear. In the
Boston library. John Sargeant, the great
painter, for a coenterplece to a procession of
the prophets, has painted Moses with full

front view, and horns lke a Texas steer,
and enfolding him i= & queer conventlonal
kind of drapery that Jooks llke eagles
wings. In siriking and pleasing contrast to
these horned conceptions which the an-
cients have Imposed upon us®and which we

still aceept, is a copr of a splendid Moses,
by Plockhnrst, representineg the archangs]
Michael strugeling with Sau

| body of Maos which i= ug » by three
| Hitle anesls. The Mases instead of
horns upon hi=s gramdly head
rayvs of light, which seem wnd
soften the stern face of the oy,
Plockhorst has nainted real

too, not fat Hitle kids with logs

like prize fighters and bodies

tanks. This heliotint, which i=

hibition in the Library of

presont from the Royval Gnal

Nicolas Poussin painted =« twenty ple-

fures of Mozes, from a pudey 1{t1le baby in
the bulrush basket to Moses *
Bethpeor's hel " some of themn
horns and =ome of them without

these pictures are of 1Fe baby in the water
and just out of ¥t, and the heads are as
varied as thoss of Columbus on the expo-
sitlon pastage stamps. Some of them Took
liks advertisements for halr resioratives

and others as though wics wanld enhance

tha appearance of the bald-headed babes
whose painted faces lonk as muany years old
as the baby Mozes had lived m'nutes when
found by Thermutis. Another by this

painter has horns that extend out from the
sides of the head like the ears of a mule,
and represents Moses as striking the rock
In the wildernes=. This s a very funny
picture, anyway, for the came's have heads
I'’ke horses and the horses lock like aimost
anything that stands on four legs. excepting
horsps,

This curious idea of a horned Moses has
not only been perpetuated by pa'ntings,
oning and statues. but has also passed mus-
ter with many wrliers of acknowledged
fame. Gmotlus, for Instance, identifies
Mo=es with the horned Mnevis of Egypt,
and suggests tha! the phenomenon was in-
tended to remind the Tsraelites of the gold-
en calf. Spanhelm, however, stigmatizes
the efforts of art in this direction as *“pre-
posterous indwsity,” and distinctly attrib-
utes to Jerome a belef in the verltahle
horns of Moses. Crude as is the mis*rans-

lation not one person in ten, as the school
teachers and puplls found out. have any
idea why 1t is that ariists and sculplors
still deplet Moses with horns,
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TO INDIA BY RAIL.

Only Five Hundred and Eighty-Five
Miles of Road Yow Lacking.
From the London Mail,

All that is wanted an agreement be-
tween Britain and Russian as to Afghanis-
tan.

Already the enterprising Muscovite has
extended the scops of the Tr
railway to such a degree that
cars are actually running well I
ghan territory. Kushk, an Afghan
town, is practically In Russian hands

i=

ISCAsSHan
Russlun
Af-

a light ral way s already under construc-
tion to the famo

That 1s the 1

northern frontier On the south Br
India is apparently not less active. The
Beloochistan rallway system terminating

at Gulistan Karez, on the Afghan border,
is to be extended, and already work Is be-
ing pushed forward In order to connect
Kanduhar with the Indian raillroad system.

In central Asia Russia is actively engaged
in surveying mand constructing. When this
is completed all that wi'l remain in order to
make It possible to train from Calals to
Bombay will be to link up the chaln be-
tween Herat and Kandahar—an Iinsignifi-
cant distance of H8h English miles.

The link being made, and the Central
Aslan rallway finished, London to Bom-
bay will mean that the only chance for
seasickness will be on the twenty-one-mile
strip of channel between Dover and Calais.

Although the distances are nearly sim-
ilar, the comparison between the sea and
land journeys is In favor of the latter. DBy
the Stralts of Gibraltar and the Suez canal
the distance s 6,5% miles, and the time
occupled by the fastest Peninsu'ar and
Oriental steamer Is twenty-one days.

By the land route, allowing the sverage
approximate speed to be twenty-five miles
an hour by the express trains, the Journey
would occupy eleven days, four hours, over
a distance approximately estimated at 6,70
English miles,. But twenty-five miles an
hour is a low estimate. This speed is on the
average conslderably exceeded, even on
Asiatic raliways, and, of course, doubled on
European lines.

Two changes of cars would be necessary
on the journey from Calals—at the frontler
on entering Russia and at the Indian fron-
tier. This would be occasioned by the fact
that the Russian lines have a gauge nearly
a foot wider than the rest of European rail-
wa

Bm such a route would have ite dlsad-
vantages. The h steamship companies
which trade with India would be seriously
affected. Buez canal shares would go down
with & slump. Ita'y would suffer consider-
ably by the depreclation of the Brindisl
mail route.

“Poor woman! Bhe works hard all day,
w&FW|wmthﬂm

““What's the matter with ber husband?

Why doesn’t he h:lg her?*
*“Oh! he puts In his time agitating for
an elght-hour for the workingman. *—
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